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Thank you to the contributors, for putting 
in the time and effort to create such amaz- 
ing pieces and allowing us to make this 
dream a reality! It was a pleasure to work 
with all of you and spend the past months 
together. 


Thank you to you, the reader, for support- 
ing this project from the sidelines and 
sticking around to see the final outcome! 
Without you, this project never would have 
started in the first place. 


Thank you everyone, for sharing the love 
of these characters and their relation- 
ships! Make sure to check out all the 
amazing contributors and support them 
directly! 


And with that, we leave you to fully savour 
this project! 


All the love! 
-The Mod Team 
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Tsuyu x Uraraka x Ashido 


Tsuyu fidgeted, rolling the little frog charm on her phone between her fingers 
as she looked around, trying to spot either Ochako or Mina in the crowds that 
milled around the little courtyard of the shopping mall. She’d shown up twenty 
minutes early, having expected the bus to be ten minutes late like it usually was. 


It had been on time. 


And now she was waiting here, with Mina’s words bouncing around her head 
and making her cheeks turn pink just at the memory. 


“Do you want to go on a date?” 


She had thought that Mina was kidding, and hadn’t known what to say, sim- 
ply stood staring at her as Ochako turned a beautiful pale pink and wrapped her 
arms around Mina’s waist. 


“With us both!” she spluttered. “You didn’t have to jump in and ask her, 
Mina.” 


“Ochako wanted to ask you herself,” Mina stage whispered, before grinning 
down at her pouting girlfriend. “But you were taking forever.” 


“T wanted the mood to be right!” Ochako complained. Tsuyu had tried to pro- 
cess it properly, but for once, had nothing to say except yes. It had stuttered from 
her tongue and she’d felt the blood rising up her face. 


And now she was here, early to a first date, which wasn’t generally the done 
thing. You were supposed to turn up on time or five minutes late, not early. What 
if they were late, or if they didn’t make it? What if they... 


She looked down at her outfit. She’d been so sure of it when she left the 
house - a summery dress in pale green, and she’d braided her hair into a long 
plait. She’d even painted her nails, which always tended to be messy if she tried. 
She’d had to redo it twice, because it kept smudging onto her fingers. 


But wearing leggings under a dress - was that a bit childish? She hadn’t 
wanted to get cold on the way, but she could see at least five preschoolers walk- 
ing around with the same outfit. 


She kept questioning herself nervously, which she knew was unlike her usual 
self, but then the situation wasn’t the usual one. 


“Tsy! ” 


Mina’s loud voice made her jump, and as she looked up, she saw the other 
girl staring at her with wide, shining eyes. 


“Wow, look at you! You look so cute!” She walked over and wrapped her 
arms around Tsuyu, who jumped slightly. “So cute!” she repeated, grinning as 
she drew back. “Sorry, I tried to be early so I’d look cool and be waiting for the 
two of you when you got here.” 


“Um, it’s okay. I ended up being earlier than I planned to be.” 


“That’s very cool of you.” Mina looked like she might laugh, but leaned in, 
planting a kiss on Tsuyu’s cheek. “Thanks for waiting for me, then.” 


Tsuyu was aware she was flushing, and ducked her head down, staring at the 
ground. 


“Tt’s really no trouble. I just wanted to be on time.” 


“Well, now we get to wait for Ochako together, so we can both be cool.” 
Mina linked her arm with Tsuyu’s and stood beside her. “Man, I had a time of it 
getting here. There are soooo many crowds at the front of the mall, and they’re 
growing. I’m glad there are two of us to wait for her.” 


Tsuyu frowned. “Is it always this busy?” 


“Heck yeah! They’ve got the best shops here, and they’re the ones that get 
the stock in quickest, because this place is so central. I come here when I want to 
go clothes shopping, ‘cause they’re almost guaranteed to have what I want here.” 
Mina tugged at the black tank she was wearing. “I got this pretty cheap from a 
shop here, actually.” 


“Really? It’s nice.” Tsuyu felt a small sigh of relief leave her, and smiled at 
Mina. 


“T guess you don’t come here often, then, Tsu?’”’ Mina asked, and just as she 
opened her mouth to answer, Mina grinned over her shoulder. 


“Hey! Ochako!” She waved wildly, and as Tsuyu turned, she felt herself 
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flushing again. 


There was Ochako, wearing a pretty floral top that brought the pink out in her 
cheeks as she rushed towards them. 


“Tsu! Mina! Oh gosh, you don’t know how awful the crowds are getting.” 
She fanned her face for a minute, eyes closed. “And it’s so hot today.” 


Tsuyu cleared her throat. “Um, so... Where should we go first?” 


Ochako straightened up, opening her eyes. “Oh! Well, I thought you might 
like to pick, seeing as... it’s kind of your first date with us? This place has pretty 
much everything, but I don’t know if you...” She trailed off and Mina jumped in. 


“Well, I think it’s probably better if we suggest a couple of things. There’s 
a great accessories store on the first level, an ice cream parlor in the food court 
that’s doing some limited edition stuff that Ochako was wanting to try, this cool 
photo booth I insist we go to at some point, and the gachapon alley! It’s so cute 
there, I swear.” 


“T think that first one sounds good.” Tsuyu reached out and tentatively linked 
arms with Ochako, so she was in the middle. Mina grinned as Ochako went 
slightly pink. 


“Accessories it is!” Mina whooped, and started walking towards the escala- 
tor, with the other two hurrying to keep up. 


Later, having watched Mina zip around like a caffeinated fairy in the acces- 
sories store, Tsuyu sat down with a happy sigh on the food court bench. Ochako 
sat across from her, fussing with all the bags while Mina went off to fetch ice 
cream. 


“I’ve never seen someone shop so fast,” Tsuyu observed, and Ochako 
laughed quietly. 


“Tt’s fun to watch, though. I think I’ve lost count of how many things Mina 
has in her room, but she’s got good taste. Don’t you think?” 


Tsuyu delved into her own bag, pulling out the little charm bracelet that Mina 
had found for her, covered in plastic raindrops and centred with a little umbrella 
charm. She smiled, pulling it onto her wrist. 


“Well, she’s right. It... It looks pretty on you, Tsu.” Ochako’s eyes seemed 
almost glued to it as Tsuyu held up her wrist. 


“And you were right, too, Ochako. She has good taste. I like it.” She gently 
touched the umbrella and smiled. 


“Well, you like the rain, don’t you?” Ochako asked. “You’re always looking 
out of the window when it’s raining.” 


“Yeah, I like it.” Tsuyu looked at her, and smiled. “And now I can always 
have the rain on me, if I want.” 


Ochako smiled back, and Tsuyu was reminded again of how lovely Ochako 
looked when she smiled - just like a ray of sunshine. And if Ochako was sun- 
shine, then Mina, in all her vibrant glory, was definitely a rainbow. 


“Back!” the rainbow announced, from behind Tsuyu, as she plopped a tray of 
ice cream down on the table. “Hope everyone likes what I got!” 


Three lavishly decorated plastic tubs sat on the tray, in a paper box, filled 
with ice cream. One had a tiny chocolate helmet on, and the number ‘13’ on the 
tub, one was in a purple tub with big white rabbit ears coming out of white ice 
cream, and the last one seemed to be fudge coloured, sat in a tub with little red 
wings. 


“All Might was sold out, so I got you Hawks instead, Tsuyu.” Mina paused. 
“Oh my god, it sounds so weird to say that our teacher is sold out, like he’s a rock 
star or something.” 


“If he was, Todoroki would be trying to tell all the papers that Midoriya was 
his illegitimate son.” Tsuyu reached over and picked up the Thirteen ice cream, 
passing it to Ochako. Mina cackled. 


“Oh god, he would! I can see him in one of those old timey paparazzi trench 
coats, with an old camera.” Mina winked at Ochako. “You can too, right?” 


Ochako spluttered with laughter. “Imagine, All Might with a guitar!” 


“He does already have the pompadour,” Tsuyu added, and all three of them 
dissolved into laughter. 


Eventually, Tsuyu picked her Hawks ice cream up, digging into it with the 
little plastic spoon while the other two were still giggling. 


“Ooh!” She said, surprised, and both of them stopped and turned, looking at 
her. 


“Tt’s.. It’s coffee flavoured. I wasn’t expecting it.” 


“Ts...”’ Mina clasped her hands, slowly twisting them as she looked nervously 
at Tsuyu. “Is it okay?” 


“T like it! It was just unexpected.” Tsuyu dug the spoon in again, and offered 
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it to Mina. “Try some?” 
What she expected was for Mina to take the spoon from her. 


What she didn’t expect was for Mina’s mouth to close around the spoon like 
a hungry piranha and tug the spoon out of her hands with her mouth. Ochako 
burst into a fresh fit of laughter at the look on Tsuyu’s face, and Mina grinned 
shark-like around the spoon in her mouth, before pulling it out from between her 
teeth and licking her lips. 


“You’re feral, honey,” Ochako said, lovingly, once she regained control of 
herself. Tsuyu could only stare. 


“Don’t care. That was de-licious.” Mina waved the spoon. “In fact, can I 
have some more, Tsuyu? Pleeeaaaase?” 


“Sure, as long as you don’t bite me.” 


“No promises,” both Ochako and Mina said, immediately, and Tsuyu flushed 
red as Ochako - Ochako Uraraka, of all people - winked at her and giggled. 


As it turned out, sharing ice cream with two other people was mostly enjoy- 
able, barring Mina’s attempts to smear ice cream on Ochako and Tsuyu’s noses 
while whispering ‘Simbaaaa.’ 


(That situation devolved as soon as Mina realised that Simba was painted on 
his forehead, not his nose.) 


(Ochako threatened to float her if she didn’t stop.) 


“Aaaand...smile!”” Mina set off the photo booth, wrapping her arms around 
both Tsuyu and Ochako. Tsuyu poked her tongue out instead, and Ochako gave 
her signature sunny smile as the camera went off. It flashed again as both other 
girls leaned up to kiss Mina on either cheek, and again as Ochako leaned over to 
Tsuyu to kiss her nose, and again as they all broke into giggles. It flashed again 
and again and again as they struck silly poses, kissed, and cuddled up. Tsuyu 
found to her surprise that while the photo booth was slightly squished for three 
people, it was as much fun as Mina had promised it would be. She found it was 
wonderful to be cuddled by two people at once, as they sat and selected stickers 
for the photos. 


“T know it seems tiny, but I once fit Bakugou, Kirishima, Sero, and Kaminari 
in there, and myself. I can prove it, too. Photographic evidence.” Mina cuddled 
into Tsuyu as they walked away, Ochako tucking the photo strips away in her bag 
a step behind them. “I prefer it with you two, though. Kaminari started trying to 
tickle Bakugou.” 


“Well, he does share a brain cell with you and Sero,” Tsuyu said, seriously, 
and Mina prodded her cheek. 


“You can be so mean! Truthful, but mean.” She grinned. “I can see how you 
stand up to Bakugou.” 


“T try to think he’s all bark and only a tiny bit of bite,” Ochako confessed. 
Mina shook her head. 


“His bite is way real, sweetie. But it’s okay! Your girlfriend will protect 
you!” She flexed her arm, and Ochako frowned. 


“Which one?” she asked, mock-innocently. Tsuyu peered around Mina, try- 
ing not to feel too nervous as she spoke. 


“How about both?” 
“Both?” Ochako flushed, but grinned back at her. “Both is good.” 


“Gee, Ochako, how come your mom lets you have two girlfriends?” Mina 
asked, widening her eyes. Tsuyu bit her lip to keep from laughing. 


“Mina Ashido, you’re the world’s biggest meme lord.” Ochako covered 
her face as she flushed red. “Oh gosh. Oh gosh, I...” She stopped and frowned. 
“Mina! We all have two girlfriends!” 


I have two girlfriends, Tsuyu thought to herself, watching with slightly pink 
cheeks as Mina hugged a pouting Ochako, before they noticed her watching, and 
one pale arm and one pink one pulled her into a tight, loving hug. 
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Midnight Princess 
Zxrysky 


The chandelier glitters from its position on the ceiling, the centrepiece 
framed by towering marble pillars twisting towards the sky. Everything seems to 
be overlaid with gold, glimmering in the corner of her eye wherever she turns. 
Soft laughter tinkles in the atmosphere, and the slightly louder tap of heeled 
shoes against polished floor rattles in her ears. 


“God, this sucks,” Jirou murmurs, staring over her flute of champagne to the 
mess of people mingling quietly in the ballroom. A quick glance over confirms 
that it’s a sea of black - something that absolutely terrifies her, because the only 
black outfit at the birthday bash her parents planned would be slick tuxedos that 
cling to the hard planes of the male form. 


Or her, of course. Jirou’s well known for being the only girl who will show 
up to formal events all decked out in black, when other girls prefer to go for 
bright colors that draw the eye. She is perfectly content with blending in to the 
background, but today the ballroom shines in the light, and she can’t see anyone 
in fluffy, ruffled dresses laughing brightly as they make their way over to her. 


At least some of her friends are here. Jirou eyes Bakugou’s bristling frame, 
the way his hackles have risen and his shoulders are tense with irritation. Prob- 
ably because of the guy in front of him, she thinks to herself, burying her laugh- 
ter in her glass. Midoriya is currently his frontline competitor for the opportunity 
to be mentored under the current First Knight of the Empire, and they’ ve never 
agreed on many, many things. 


They could be arguing over anything. How their suits accidentally comple- 
ment each other, for instance. A dark red paired with a muted green is surpris- 
ingly coordinated, but the fact that they both decided on that certain combination 
might be reason for fighting. She knows Bakugou has challenged him to a fight 
over less. 


If they fight, it would be a whole lot more entertaining than whatever this 
farce is meant to be. 
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Someone sidles up to her, a wry grin on his face as he offers her a flute with 
something paler than champagne. “Bad turnout?” 


“Shut up, Tokoyami,” she murmurs, and reaches out for the drink. It bubbles 
a little, and it looks fizzy. Jirou glances at him in surprise. “Sprite?” 


“Lucky for you, the chefs love me,” he replies, and she shoves him lightly, 
rolling her eyes. Tokoyami takes the flute of champagne from her, eyeing it with 
a disdainful expression. ““You don’t like alcohol, right?” 


She sips at her drink, wanting to make it last, just in case she can’t get an- 
other refill before the night is over. Which, Jirou thinks sourly, leaning over to 
peek at the large clock hanging at the front of the room, will still be quite a while. 


“Nice to know my cousin remembers some things about me,” she shoots 
back, and his deadpan stare makes her grin in response. 


They stand in silence for a moment, watching people mill about them, wan- 
dering around the large ballroom, before Jirou sighs, her entire body shaking with 
the effort. “This sucks. Did none of my friends come?” 


Tokoyami blinks at her uncomprehendingly. “You have friends?” 


“One more word out of you, and I will make sure you’re struck off the inheri- 
tance line,” she grouses back, and he breaks into a smile, laughing lightly as he 
avoids her second attempt to shove him away. 


He lifts a hand to rub at the back of his neck. “You mean the girls you’ve in- 
vited, right? Because I see a few of your male friends here. Aoyama, glittery boy, 
wearing black with sparkles. Ring a bell?” 


“He’s wearing sparkles?” Jirou pushes Tokoyami, gesturing for him to move 
aside so she has a better view of the floor. “Where is he? Wait- wait, I see him, oh 
my god. Is that diamond encrusted?!” 


“T think he just threw glitter over his suit,” Tokoyami confides, and a laugh 
escapes her lips. “Still, I suppose it is strange that you haven’t seen any of the 
girls you’ve asked. They usually show up, right?” 


“They always show up. Because they know I hate having to dance with guys, 
even if it’s to pacify my parents.” Her gaze slides to him, and she grins. “I mean, 
I don’t mind dancing with you, if you beg me. But dancing with most other guys 
is just... strange.” 


“Because the only people you want to dance with are two very specific 
girls, right?” He asks with a knowing glint in his eye, and Jirou shrugs. He’s not 


wrong. Actually, he’s hit it almost right on the head. 


Growing up, Jirou’s learnt that dancing is an incredibly special act. Incred- 
ibly stupid, as well, because if she dances with any boy more than once, rumors 
fly like Mei’s carefully crafted paper planes around the city. It’s something 
special, apparently, to be swept off of her feet by the person of her dreams and 
brought into a waltz. 


So it shouldn’t come as a surprise that she’s not particularly inclined to dance 
with guys when she could be sweeping her crushes into heart-pounding waltzes 
beneath the sparkles of the chandelier. If anyone is going to lure her into a dance 
that will ruin her feet, Jirou wants it to be either Ochako or Momo. 


She flushes slightly at the thought of the two of them. This was supposed to 
be it. This was supposed to be the night, she thinks unhappily, reaching up to hug 
her elbow to her chest. It had been all planned out - she would introduce Ochako 
and Momo to the balcony, away from the prying eyes of her parents, and Jirou 
would have confessed to both of them. 


To think she had even reached out to Midoriya and Iida, trying to rope them 
in to her sneaky plan. They would have distracted everyone else and stood in her 
parents’ line of sight as Jirou snuck the two girls out and kiss them senseless. 


Kissing them was part two of the plan, at least. Part two of a plan that 
couldn’t even be set into motion, she remembers with a sigh, and shakes her 
head. 


“Well, don’t be too disheartened,” Tokoyami says after a while, lifting a hand 
to pat her shoulder gently. “They might just surprise you.” 


Jirou hunches her shoulders, and pretends she isn’t sulking. “I’ll be waiting 
with bated breath.” 


Her cousin laughs, and his grip tightens on her shoulder. “In fact, I think you 
should try to be more observant while looking for people in crowds.” 


She furrows her brows, looking up in confusion, and her breath stutters in her 
throat. 


Ochako and Momo stand in front of her, holding out one hand on either side 
of her with the other tucked neatly behind their backs. They bend slightly at the 
waist, eyebrows raised in invitation, and the corner of their lips are lifted up as 
high as they can go. 


“Princess Jirou,” Ochako starts slowly, and she throws out a wink that makes 
Jirou’s heart pound. 
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Momo takes a small step closer, her polished shoes tapping against the 
marbled floor. “It would be our honor to invite you for a dance.” 


Tokoyami’s hand is warm against her back, acting like a support that’s hold- 
ing her body up. If he weren’t there, her trembling knees would have led to her 
falling like a puppet with broken strings the moment the two girls popped up out 
of nowhere. 


Her mouth is open in surprise, eyes wider than saucers as her gaze darts 
desperately between the two of them. Ochako is dressed in a sleek midnight blue 
tuxedo that wraps tightly around her shoulders, and her hair is tied into a tiny po- 
nytail that bobs at the back of her head. Momo’s decked out in full black, going 
along the classic route, and her glossy hair is coiffed into a high bun with a slim 
jade stick pierced through it to hold it in place. 


“What?” She asks weakly, and her voice shakes. Both her hands are already 
lifting on instinct to rest gently on Ochako and Momo’s open palms. Electric- 
ity shoots through her veins when the pads of her fingers land on their soft skin, 
and Jirou hopes her makeup is layered on enough to hide the blush rising to the 
surface. 


Momo looks as elegant as ever, inclining her neck slightly as she smiles 
kindly, and her fingers wrap tightly around Jirou’s. “We wanted to surprise you.” 


Tokoyami has quietly slunk away, standing with a few of their friends as they 
eye her wonderstruck expression. She shoots a desperate look at him, pleading 
wildly in her eyes as her heart thumps, and he raises an eyebrow at her. 


Her cousin lifts his glass in a toast, and Ochako steps into her vision with an 
easy-going grin, as if she knows exactly what Jirou was thinking. 


“We knew you wouldn’t be able to dance with us for long if we dressed up 
like normal because it’s your Sweet Sixteen, so we came in disguise!” Ochako 
whispers it like a dirty secret, excitement racing through her voice. “Momo and I 
even asked the guys where they got their suits tailored, just so we could pull this 
off properly.” 


“Consider me surprised,” Jirou replies faintly. She can’t take her eyes off of 
them, and her gaze greedily travels up and down the stretch of clean fabric across 
their sharp shoulders, tapering at their narrow waists and clinging to their slim 
legs. It’s a perfect fit, and Jirou is quickly discovering that girls in suits are way 
more attractive than she had originally given them credit for. “Are the others... 
Are they like this too?” 


Ochako nods, stepping closer to Jirou as she surreptitiously points to the 


corner. “See? Tsuyu’s over there, and Mina is hanging out with Bakugou at the 
drinks table. We’re all in suits and ties!” 


Her heart beats in triple time. Did they do this for her? Did they all gather 
together just to play a prank on her parents and make her Sweet Sixteenth a birth- 
day she wouldn’t forget? 


“Do you like it?” Momo’s voice is sweet, and she gently whispers the ques- 
tion next to Jirou’s ear. 


“T love it,” she says, and tries to put as much feeling as she can into it. It feels 
like her emotions might spill over if she thinks about it too much. To think that 
Ochako and Momo would do this just to see her smile - they definitely succeed- 
ed. Jirou doesn’t think she’ll stop smiling for the next month. 


It feels a lot like her heart is soaring in the sky. Fizzy bubbles fill her stom- 
ach, and laughter threatens to burst out from her lips with every step she takes 
towards Ochako and Momo. “I really, really love it. I love you two so much.” 


The words barely leave her mouth before her mind registers what she’s said. 
Jirou freezes instantly, her lips still spread slightly and her breath stops in her 
throat. Her brain to mouth filter short circuits, the wires crossed somewhere in 
her addled mind, and she just- 


Momo laughs, and her smile kickstarts Jirou’s heart again. “We know.” 


“You weren’t very subtle about it,” Ochako adds on, leaning in to nudge at 
Jirou’s shoulder. She smells nice, a sweet perfume gently wafting across Jirou as 
she struggles to breathe. 


This is not how she wanted to confess. There was going to be fireworks, there 
was going be a beautiful night sky, she would have faced the two of them with 
her back to the balcony and she would have said something cheesy like, I would 
pull the moon down for you. 


Ochako and Momo crook their arms, and Jirou tucks her hands into the inside 
of their elbows. There’s a jittery feeling rumbling in her gut, and her feet feel 
insanely light. 


Maybe this isn’t so bad, she thinks so herself, and Jirou pulls them onto the 
dancefloor. 
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Four's a Crowd 
Frappi 


Bakugou x Kirishima x Kaminari x Tetsutetsu 


The city was bustling with traffic as the streets filled with people. Some of 
them on their way to work, others doing their normal daily lives while four males 
stood outside an apartment complex, boxes in hand. 


“Well this is the place. Home sweet home.” Katsuki said as he looked up at 
the building where they will now be living in. 


“You sure this is the right place, Kats, seems pretty sketchy to me” Evjirou 
chimed in, looking at the outside of the building. The bricks were old looking, in 
need of a good power wash and parts of the staircase was dirty and broken on one 
side, covered in ants and dirty footsteps. 


“Of course, this is the place. Got a great deal for the four of us to stay here. 
It looks shitty now but trust me it’s good on the inside.” Katsuki turned to look at 
his three boyfriends, E1jirou, Denki and Tetsutetsu. 


Without much left to say, the four of them grabbed their things they had 
from the car and headed upstairs. The lobby inside of the building looked decent, 
enough to know that it was in fact an apartment building that was maintained on 
the inside. The four of them went onto an elevator and Katsuki hit the 8" floor 
button on the pad. The elevator doors closed and with a surprising jolt, they 
ascended to their new home. With a ding, they were there and followed behind 
Katsuki, looking for their number. 


“16...17 no...18...19...aha! 20. Apartment number 820.” Katsuki said pull- 
ing out a small gold key and opened the door. 


“If we were on the 4" floor, we’d be 420” Denki joked getting both a small 
chuckle from Eijirou and a stern glare from Katsuki. Katsuki was the first to enter 
the new apartment, followed by Tetsu, then Eyirou, then Denki. 


“Wow it looks pretty good, nice pick Katsuki” Tetsu said putting down a 
heavy box and stretching his muscles a bit. He gave him a thumb which prompt- 
ed an immediate blush to Katsuk1’s face. 
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“Yeah well I know what’s right and what’s not.” Katsuki said triumphantly. 
The apartment was decent looking, the walls were a egg shell white color with 
the window paneling being a light brown color. The living room was separated 
by a half wall that lead to the kitchen. A small hallway next to it led towards two 
rooms and a bathroom they could use. By the front door was a small closet and a 
place to put a small table for mail and keys and whatnot. 


“Tt’s a little smaller than I thought, but hey it’1l work out” Eijirou said, a 
sharp toothed smile coming on his face as he looked at his three boyfriends. 


“Well since we have some stuff, we should put some of it away and find out 
who’s staying with who in what rooms. We can only afford a two-bedroom apart- 
ment.” Katsuki walked towards the two bedrooms, both were equal in size, so it 
didn’t matter who shared with who. 


“T call a room with Exjirou!” Denki shouted, running towards the room he 
wanted to claim. While this normally wouldn’t bug Katsuki, it did spark a little 
ping of jealousy in him. Tetsu quickly put a hand on his shoulder and leaned 
down to his ear. 


“We can always switch rooms whenever Katsuki, that way it’s fair for every- 
one” he gave him a small smile and Katsuki returned it. This was the only time 
he felt he could be himself around his lovers, in the privacy of his own home with 
them. 


“Yeah we can always switch!” Denki said as he gave them all a hug. They 
hugged each other back and went to put some personal belongings in the rooms. 
Most of their stuff was still in the moving van they rented but it wouldn’t arrive 
with their stuff until the next day. 


Several hours passed and the four of them had put up some small stuff. Kat- 
suki made sure there were some plates and cups in the cupboards for when they 
were going to have dinner. Eijirou and Tetsu were busy setting up a makeshift 
couch and bed from a blow up mattress for the four of them to sit and sleep on 
for the night. 


Denki, on the other hand was putting up a couple pictures in the hallway 
where the rooms were. That’s when he noticed it. A small little crack the size 
of a dime in the middle of the wall. Nothing unusual about it except that it was 
indenting into the wall, which shouldn’t happen. He pressed a finger to the crack 
and the paint chipped inwards, making a small hole in the wall. Frantically, Denki 
covered it with an article of “Red Riot’s Debut’ that he saved as a momentum. 


“Hey Dunce face, get in here.” Katsuki said peeking his head into the hall- 
way to get his attention. Denki walked into the room and saw how the couches 


looked. Eijirou was already sitting on it with Katsuki next to him and Tetsu mak- 
ing a space for Denki to sit as well. Denki obliged and nestled his way into the 
spot. On the table in front of the couch was some food Tetsu had picked up for 
dinner, to which they all started picking out what they wanted to eat. The four of 
them were talking, about work and who was staying home to help with putting 
away their stuff when the lights started to flicker. 


“What the hell was that?” Eijirou said, the lights continuing to flicker as they 
all looked at the lights. They all turned to Denki, thinking it was him and acci- 
dentally surging the power grid again like back a couple years ago when he got 
excited over pop tarts. 


“Tt’s not me this... TIME!” Denki shouted the last part unwillingly. The light- 
bulb turned bright and then blew a fuse. A loud pop echoed through the apartment 
building, along with a collective amount of ahh and sighs in the hallway. Katsuki 
got up and went out the door asking a random neighbor what was going on. 


“Oh, you must be new here, the lights tend to do that every once in a while.” 
An older lady said, flashlight in hand. Before they knew it, the lights turned back 
on. “Well you might as well turn in for the night boys, it could happen again.” 
Everyone in the hallways went back to their own apartments, leaving the four of 
them a little confused and stunned. 


“Well so much for meeting the neighbors tomorrow.” Eijirou chuckled out, 
heading back inside to their apartment. The rest followed suit, taking the old 
lady’s advice and settling in bed for the night. They moved their couch into a bed 
so the four of them could sleep on it together. As they settled into the blankets, 
Katsuki looked at his three lovers and smiled a little. They all fell asleep together, 
huddling together as close as they could. 


The sun rose early that morning, shining a bright light in the living room 
where the four of them slept. Katsuki was the first to wake, getting up and 
rubbing his eyes awake as he made his way to the bathroom. He turned on the 
faucet, only to get a face full of water, lukewarm water. He turned off the faucet, 
wiping his face in anger. 


“Damnit! Why is the faucet a piece of crap!” Katsuki shouted loud enough to 
wake the neighbors next door. Eijirou was the first to rush into the bathroom to 
see the problem. 


“You ok babe?” Denki said following right behind Eijirou. 


“Yeah, stupid faucet sprayed me in the face.” Katsuki said irritated as he 
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looked at them. He pushed back and made his way to the kitchen, in hopes of 
starting a quick breakfast. Tetsu woke up finally, heading for the bathroom only 
to have the same thing happen to him. 


“Hey guys the faucet doesn’t work” Tetsu said, wiping his face with his hand. 
Katsuki could feel a bit of irritation rise, not at Tetsu but at the faucet not work- 
ing. 


“Don’t worry bro, we can tell the maintenance in the building and have them 
come and fix it.” Eijirou said, holding out a fist for him to hit. 


“Yeah your right bro, I'll go call him now” Tetsu said, bro-fisting him back. 


“Will the two of you stop broing out over there!” Katsuki shouted, flipping a 
pan full of eggs for them all to eat. The breakfast was done faster than the others 
thought, all of them standing in the kitchen eating as two phones went off instant- 
ly. Eijirou and Katsuki looked at it and then each other. 


“Duty calls. We’re being called in for work, think you two can handle get- 
ting the apartment ready?” Katsuki said eating the last of his eggs. Denki and 
Tetsu looked at each other and nodded their heads in unison. Katsuki hummed in 
return, heading for his room to get changed into his hero costume. Eijirou did the 
same and the both of them left shortly after. That left Tetsu and Denki all alone in 
the apartment. 


“Well we better get started and surprise them both with how good a job we 
did.” Denki said. Tetsu nodded in agreement. They started with the boxes they 
brought in from yesterday, the truck with the rest of their stuff arriving later. It 
took most of the day, but the two of them were able to set up a real couch, beds, 
a dining room table, and a couple other things they needed for their place to feel 
homey. 


Along the way, Tetsu discovered more cracks in the foundations, mostly in 
the bathroom and one of the bedrooms. Denki noticed the lights flicker if you flip 
the switches wrong or too fast. The worst of it was they both noticed that the win- 
dows were stuck in place, even with using their quirks to pry it open, it wouldn’t 
budge. 


By the time Eijirou and Katsuki came home, they were both exhausted, 
physically and mentally. Their hero work switched from internships to actual 
hero work, which was excruciatingly demanding. Denki and Tetsu greeted them, 
a hug for each of their lovers and kisses on their cheeks. Katsuki looked around 
the place, seeing how everything was looking great for the most part, until the 
lights flickered again and shut off. 


“Oh no, I am not turning in early just yet!” Katsuki shouted as he set his 
gauntlets down on the ground near the door. The lights flickered back on and 
stayed on. Denki and Tetsu told them about what they discovered today, which 
furiously irritated Katsuki. The three of them could feel the ignition coming off 
Katsuki and backed away a bit. 


“Damnit. I put a down payment on a stupid place that needs more TLC than 
my own hero costume. One day when we’ve got enough money, I’m going to 
get us a better place, I’ll build it myself if I must.” He said, storming off to the 
bathroom to cool off. He was exhausted and forgot about the faucet, spraying his 
face again with the water, shouting obscenities afterwards. 


It had been several months. The four of them had learned to get used to being 
in a crappy apartment. Problems occurred occasionally but eventually, they all 
got used to it. They figured out how to turn the light switches a certain way, how 
if the faucet made a rumble noise, it was about to spray them, and the cracks in 
the wall was peeling paint that just needed a touch-up, so there was that. One of 
the biggest flaws was the electric grid in the apartment. It refused to have proper 
outlets, so they’ ve experimented, noticing that if do certain actions, appliances 
tended to work. 


Katsuki had put together a savings account on the side, his hero career and 
his newly found modeling career helping to supply the account, along with small 
bits of money from the others. It took nearly six months for them to save up 
enough money to get their own house. 


“Are we really just going to move out of the apartment and into a house this 
quickly?” Denki asked, a hair dryer plugged into his mouth as he was aiming it at 
the microwave. Katsuki was reading a book in the living room. 


“Tt may not be good credit wise, but if it’s to get you to not use your quirk 
like this daily, then anything works.” Katsuki moved from the couch to Denki, 
pulling the plug out of his mouth and kissing his lips twice. He put the plug back 
in, seeing how the electric blonde was cooking food now. 


“You know I don’t mind, but I do see your point.” Denki replied 


“Besides if we move into a house, we can have more space to put things, and 
possibly more rooms too.” Eijirou chimed in. Him and Tetsu were trying to get 
their daily workout in at home, however it was difficult with the limited space 
they had. 


“So, is it finalized then?” Tetsu asked, sitting up from his crunches. Without 
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saying a word, Katsuki shook his head and a ‘hmmm?’ followed suit, meaning 
they were to move out soon. 


It wasn’t long before three more months passed, and everything had fallen 
into place. They were all pro heroes in their own agencies, they were getting 
recognized for their work, and for their failures as well. Through it all though, 
they were able to get into a better house, one Katsuki swore up and down would 
work out best for them. Before they could leave to their new place, they had to 
say goodbye to their former home. 


“Well even thought this place sucked so much, | think I might actually miss 
this place.” Denki said, holding a gold key for the apartment. Eijirou, Tetsu and 
Katsuki all held their keys too, humming in response as they put the keys on the 
counter. 


“We’re moving on, so let’s get going before traffic hits.” Katsuki said, being 
the first to leave the apartment. The rest followed suit, getting into their car and 
driving away from their first home. While they may not look it on the outside, on 
the inside they are upset that they must leave their apartment like this. It’s for the 
best, but it’s also their first home together. As they drove off to their new destina- 
tion, the four of them smiled together and Denki took a selfie at the stop light, 
commemorating the moment as an old chapter closed and a new one was begin- 
ning to start in their lives together. 


The End. 


Idiots and Icepacks 
Madhadler 


Todoroki x Shinso x Bakugou 


Bakugou was having a shitty day. Hero training was exhausting and his 
internship was irritating and his two boyfriends were both out of town for a mis- 
sion until tomorrow, so, naturally, he went to blow off some steam at the training 
grounds. It wasn’t his best decision he’I] admit. Considering how overworked 
his arms already were, letting off explosion after explosion was a pretty fucking 
dumb idea. 


Soon enough after about two hours and another explosion, he felt a stabbing 
pain in his forearms. Today he did use his quirk more than normal but fuck, this 
shit hurt. He bent over, trying to clutch his arms and ultimately making it worse. 
They were starting to feel numb and he couldn’t bring himself to move his fin- 
gers. Every movement brought pain to his hands and his forearms were burning, 
icing them is gonna be such a pain in the ass. 


“Katsuki? Why are you exploding things at nine at night?” A familiar voice 
belonging to his half and half boyfriend said and he turned around to see Todoro- 
ki and Shinsou walking toward him. Great, now they get to see him completely 
fucked up. They’ve never seen him any sort of vulnerable in the time they’ve 
been dating because Bakugou Katsuki didn’t have any damn vulnerabilities. But 
here is now, a mess of numb arms and pain and exhaustion. Very fucking vulner- 
able. 


“What are you two doing back? I thought you were gone another day.” He 
said standing up properly and trying to bite back the pain. Maybe he could con- 
vince them he was actually fine. 


“They caught the villain already, no need for us to stay any longer,” Shinsou 
shrugged not taking his eyes off Bakugou. “Did you fuck up your arms?” He 
asked as he carefully took Bakugou’s arm into his hands. 


“No...” He replied obviously lying which made Shinsou give him a dead- 
eyed look. God, he hated that look. It made him feel like a toddler who just lied 
to his mom about stealing cookies or some shit but he’!l be damned if it didn’t 


look good on Shinsou. 


“Alright, if you didn’t hurt your arms then you don’t need my ice.” Todoroki 
said and fuck, that’s right. His boyfriend was a living ice block. An ice block that 
would feel good on his arms right now. 


“Okay, fuck, fine I fucked up my arms. Now ice them goddammit.” He 
hissed out, done trying to hide how much they fucking hurt. 


Todoroki smirked, the fucker, but he gently held his hand and cold pricked at 
his skin. He felt himself sigh at the small relief his human ice pack of a boyfriend 
brought. Todoroki wrapped his other arm around his waist and he could relax into 
his boyfriend’s chest, happy that there was something helping his arm right now. 
Since his arms are so messed up and numb he didn’t notice that Shinsou was still 
examining his other arm. 


“Katsuki why did you overwork yourself like this?” Shinsou asked as he tried 
to massage his palm. He winced at the pressure which immediately made Shinsou 
stop and he thought he pulled his hand away because he couldn’t feel Shinsou’s 
hand against his own but apparently he didn’t. His hand was still very much rest- 
ing in Shinsou’s. Dammit. Okay, he really overdid it, he’Il admit it. 


“Shitty day.” He mumbled. As he tried to get closer into Todoroki’s embrace. 


“I’m sorry, love.” Todoroki whispered and he felt his boyfriend kiss his 
temple. “Come on let’s get you some actual ice packs.” 


“You two worry too damn much.” He grumbled but started walking slowly 
with them back to the dorms. 


“Sure we do Mr. ‘I can’t move my arms or fingers because I overworked my 
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arms’.” Shinsou said kissing his palm gently. How he hasn’t killed that purple 
menace is beyond him. 


“Oh, fuck you.” He said but he knew he was blushing at the affection from 
the two, still not used to it despite them dating for a decent amount of time. Plus 
they were like cats so they would always just lay on him. There was no shortage 
of contact whether it was romantic or not. 


“You can’t do that when you can’t use your arms.” Shinsou quipped. 
“T hate you.” 
“Love you too.” Shinsou said as they continued to walk. 


His boyfriends were gonna baby him he just knew it. Hell, Todoroki was 
already kind of doing that by icing his arms for him. When they were about half- 


way to the dorms Todoroki moves to his other side. Not that he wasn’t thankful 
that his injuries were being iced but he felt like he couldn’t do anything. Actually, 
he literally couldn’t do anything with his arms. He was going to have to rely on 
his idiots to help him. He hated relying on people for help. 


He ignored all his other classmates as they walked in the dorms, preferring 
to just go straight to his room so he could shower and change. It was fucking late 
and he was tired. He sent his two boyfriends to get some ice packs so Todoroki 
didn’t have to use his quirk anymore. 


After his shower, which was proven to be very difficult and painful, Todoroki 
and Shinsou came back with arms full of ice packs. This was gonna be a long 
fucking night. Sleeping was going to be a complete bitch even after he took some 
pain medicine. 


“Kat we got you some ice packs.” Shinsou said, putting an armful on his bed. 
“Yeah, I can see that.” He said. 
“We also brought wrap so we don’t have to hold them on.” Todoroki said. 


He sat down on his bed, surrendering his arms to the two so they could 
secure the ice packs. It took a while considering they brought like fifteen god- 
damn packs. Fucking dorks. He watched as they struggled at first to get the packs 
to stay in the place they wanted. Eventually, they somehow managed to fit all of 
them on his arms. 


“You two don’t have to baby me.” He said as he moved to sit comfortably in 
Todoroki’s lap. The ice packs they gathered scattered over his arms, all secured 
making his arms impossible to bend or move, not that he could do that right now 
anyway but still. 


“But we want to.” Todoroki said before placing a kiss on his cheek. 


“Yeah yeah, whatever.” He said turning his head to give Todoroki a small 
kiss on the lips. 


“Hey look here,” Shinsou said. Looking in the direction of his other boy- 
friend he heard a camera shutter. “oh my god you look so cute...” Shinsou said 
clutching his chest and fake crying. 


“Jesus, it’s just a picture don’t have a heart attack.” He said rolling his eyes. 


“Shouto look at this and tell me this isn’t the cutest picture.” Shinsou said as 
he showed them the screen. 


Okay, he’!l admit that it was a pretty decent photo. He was sitting in Todoro- 


ki’s lap and Todoroki was giving the camera his cute blank cat-like stare. He him- 
self had on a semi-confused facial expression and not his usual scowl. Shinsou 
was in the corner, half his face in the frame, flipping off the camera. Somehow 
that single picture described them perfectly. He wanted ten copies. 


Holy shit. It just hit him but how did he get so fucking lucky to end up hav- 
ing both of these idiots be his? He sure as hell didn’t deserve it, especially how 
they actually care about him and make sure he’s okay. They honestly should have 
left his stupid ass at the training grounds to deal with the consequences of his 
stupidity. But here they are all sitting on his bed. 


He couldn’t help but smile, how could he not when both his boyfriends are 
with him like this. Man, he’s sure gone soft for these idiots, but, maybe that’s not 
such a bad thing. 


“Do your arms feel any better?” Todoroki asked. 


“They’re fine.” he replied. The answer apparently wasn’t good enough for his 
boyfriend who then proceeded to flick his arm, unfortunately, he didn’t feel it due 
to the numbness and that gave him away. 


“Liar.” 

“Shut up.” 

“Don’t feel like it.” 
“Asshole.” 


“You’re cute when you’re trying to be mad.” Todoroki said tightening the 
grip on his waist. 


“T hate you so much.” 
“I’m sure you do, you know, considering you’ re sitting in my lap right now.” 
“IT changed my mind you’re just irritating.” 

“You think everyone is irritating.” 

“Especially you two.” 

“Wow, I didn’t even do anything,” Shinsou commented. 
“You exist.” 

“Shouto, Katsuki is being a little bitch again.” 


“Ts that not always?” Todoroki questioned, a smile tugging at his lips. 


“Fuck off.” 

“So you can’t feel your arms still?” Shinsou asked. 

“And what about it?” 

“Can you feel this?” Shinsou asked as he kissed his palm. 
“No.” 


“How about this?” Shinsou asked and he started kissing his way up his arm, 
doing his best to avoid ice packs. 


“N-no...” He stuttered out, face red from the kisses. Fuck Shinsou for being 
so embarrassing. Shinsou kept slowly working his way up his arm, stopping 
to ask if he felt the kisses and then moving higher. He avoided looking at his 
boyfriend and instead grumbled about hating him, which was obviously a lie, but 
what else was he going to say? He’s not the best with words. His face grew even 
redder as he felt soft lips against his neck. 


“How about that?” Shinsou asked and he swore he could hear the pettiness in 
his voice. 


“Yeah, and?” 
“Just making sure.” Shinsou said before kissing his cheek. “And that?” 


“Yeah.” He grumbled and then there was a pressure on his lips as Shinsou 
kissed him. He pulled away and pouted. “You’re a dick.” 


“That’s my brand.” Shinsou says and then gives Todoroki a small kiss as 
well. “And one for the other star of my life.” 


“Thank you, darling.” Todoroki smiles. 
“God you two are ridiculous you know that?” 


“Ridiculously in love with you,” Shinsou teased and he wishes he could 
move his arms so fucking bad so he could flip him off. Looks like he’II have to 
settle for a scowl. 


“That was fucking cheesy, even for you idiot.” 
“T thought it was cute.” Todoroki said. 


“At least one of my boyfriends appreciates me.” Shinsou said dramatically 
before laying his head in Bakugou’s lap. “I won’t be able to survive if my blond 
boyfriend doesn’t kiss me.” 


“Then perish.” 


“Katsuki, that’s so mean.” Shinsou whined. Leaning down he placed a small 
kiss on Shinsou’s lips. “Aw, thank you angel.” 


“Shut up, let’s go the fuck to sleep.” 


“T like that idea.”’ Todoroki said as he laid them back. Well, more like 
Todoroki fell backward which in turn made him fall on top of the idiot. 


“Shouto you always want to sleep.” He said. Repositioning them, Todoroki 
was spooning him because well, he wouldn’t be able to properly hold his boy- 
friends anyway. 


“Tt’s a valid emotion.” Shinsou defended laying down next to them. He felt 
another pair of arms wrap around him and he tilted his head up to meet eyes with 
Shinsou. 


“Sleeping isn’t an emotion fuckwit.” He grumbled. 


“Tt is now.” Todoroki replied burying his face into the back of Bakugou’s 
neck. 


“Valid.” Shinsou said and he was probably trying to piss him off more by 
being a little shit. 


“Shut up and go to sleep.” He said as he gently headbutts Shinsou’s forehead 
with his own. 


“Yes, your highness.” Both of them replied and gave him a small kiss. 


“Idiots.” He sighed with a smile. It didn’t take long before both of his boy- 
friends fell asleep. They had just gotten back from a mission so it makes sense 
that they were so tired. Hopefully tomorrow he would be able to actually move 
his arms; if he could maybe he would make them breakfast to repay them for 
dealing with his dumbass. “Thank you two.” He whispered. 


—_ 


Sing to Me 


Ito 


The air was hazy, filled with fog that smudged every light. It was oddly cool 
for late August, humid but cool. Rain was to thank for the low mist that covered 
the ground, it added something. 


It wasn’t the best conditions to perform in, not in a practical way. Overcast 
skies and slippery pavement just screamed a trip to the E.R.. But the atmosphere, 
the way the air shimmered and haloed around the two performers, the magic held 
on a simple street corner, it was perfect. 


Hanta looked down from his perch, the sturdy street lamp making the perfect 
spotlight for his partner. Tape hung from his swaying arms with a seated boy on 
the end of it. Shouto sat on the connected pieces like a swing. With a tap of his 
fingers, fire and ice travelled up the strands of tape in a slow crawl. The light of 
the fire reflected off the crystals of ice, casting an orange and bluish light into the 
fog. It spread into the slowly growing crowd, with it bringing hushed murmurs of 
awe. 


Hanta let the moment stretch until the two elements were close enough to 
feel. The slow sway of his arms turned into a twist, back and forth until fire and 
ice blurred together. He stood, lifting Shouto higher off the ground. With a prac- 
ticed ease, Hanta yanked one side of the tape upwards, dragging Shouto with it. 


Shouto let himself be pulled. To the crowd he was a limp doll, barely hang- 
ing on by his fingertips. He wrapped himself in the in the icy rope, tight enough 
to hang with no hands. The crowd gasped below hum, unsure if he’d drop. He 
wouldn’t, Hanta wouldn’t let him. 


Growing impatient, and highly aware if their limited time with the flaming 
tape, Hanta hurried his movements. He snapped his arms together and clasped 
them. The two strands met in the middle, twisted around Shouto’s outstretched 
form. Steam billowed upwards from the conflicting elements, encompassed 
Hanta’s impressive profile. Like a haunting puppeteer he manipulated the strings 
and Shouto with it. 
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Yanking, pulling, adding more tape, Hanta made the stage for his dancer. It 
was entrancing, the two so different yet so in tandem with each other. 


The tape began to weaken. Fire ate at it, ice made it brittle, it was time to 
finish up. Hanta wrapped his arms in the four strings of tape and yanked upwards 
with all his might. Shouto came flying towards hin, unravelling as he went. 
Hanta jumped, meeting Shouto at the crest if his ascent, and together they flipped 
through the air. They landed as one, the fragile ropes drifting down behind them. 


Together they bowed. The final embers of the burning tape trickled into noth- 
ing, leaving the street corner completely dark save for the light of the audience’s 
phones. The small cheers of the crowd was worth their heavy breathing. That and 
the guitar case nearly filled with cash. They didn’t usually make as much, but 
it was Friday and that meant Master Moneybags came to visit. Same day, same 
time, every week. 


Hanta closed the case quickly and stood. They had a few blocks of walking to 
get home and no plans of taking the train. Not with the cash they were carrying. 


“Tonight was good,” Hanta slipped an arm around Shouto’s waist, pulling 
him closer. “A few more weeks like this and we’re golden.” 


“Tf all goes well,” Shouto leaned into the taller boys’ hold. Carefully opti- 
mistic, always carefully, Shouto couldn’t help but feel excited. There was room 
for disaster. For his father to find him and throw a fit. For the crowds to stop. For 
his mother to fail. For anything. But for now, it felt safe to be hopeful. He let the 
good mood take him, grabbed his boyfriend’s hand and began to skip. 


Shouto stopped when he heard a voice. Soft and melodic, it carried on in 
operatic tones, a steady violin fusing with it. Shouto followed the sound. He 
barely noticed how he dragged Hanta behind him. It was two streets away where 
he found the source. Nestled in the crook of a tall statue stood two figures. One 
with his eyes closed and a galaxy of freckles and one as golden as the sun, his tail 
curled around the other’s feet. 


Prince freckles was the one singing. How a sound so big and strong came out 
of someone so little Shouto would never know but he never wanted to stop hear- 
ing it. Those hands, scarred and bent, clutched at his chest. They tightened and 
loosened as the song went on, formless words echoing off the walls of the statue. 
He swayed in a way that didn’t seem intentional. The tightening of the tail at his 
feet seemed to offer more than emotional support. 
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The sun held the bow and violin like he had no other purpose but to do so. 
The music moved him though he never strayed too far. The look on his face was 
focused, scrunched with emotion that was almost desperate. His eyes were closed 
but slid open every now and then to watch the singer by his side. Dark eyes glim- 
mered with affection, shiny and mesmerising. 


Mesmerising. That’s what they were. A freckled prince, a golden sun, and 
the angelic sounds they made together. Shouto felt stuck. With just a note he was 
sucked into their orbit. Beside him Hanta squeezed his hand. He was strangely 
quiet, but then again so was the crowd before them. It stayed that for forever. Or 
maybe just for a moment. Maybe time stopped altogether just to listen. 


A small child’s laughter broke the silence. She ran up to the two performers, 
her tiny legs skipping steps, and dropped a lollipop in the empty beanie at their 
feet. It snapped everyone back to their senses and a crowd, really just five people, 
stepped forward to offer a gift as well. Hopefully it was money. 


Hanta laughed under his breath. He hadn’t expected to run into another pair 
of street performers so close to their usual spot. It was comforting somehow. He 
hoped to see more of them. Looking over to his partner’s curious face he knew 
he wasn’t the only one. But it was late now, and they had no plans to be any more 
social than they already had been. Soon though. Hanta had a feeling they’d see 
a lot more of those two. With a final glance at the musical duo, and a surprising 
meeting of eyes, they were gone. 


In his quiet dorm room, Mashirao sat at his desk with his with a tiny lamp as 
his only light source. His laptop was open, showing a spreadsheet that he’1l never 
admit took him twenty minutes to understand. A calculator sat next to it, and an 
open notebook full of scribbled out numbers. None of it had his attention. 


Instead he was focused on the room’s lone window. It was propped open, the 
curtains he bought himself pulled to the side. He always left it open, rain, snow, 
hail that one time, it had to stay open. 


Mashirao stood up and walked to the window. There were quiet footsteps 
sounding from the edge of the roof, stilted and unsteady like someone was drunk. 
Drunk or tired. It was definitely tired. 


“Izuku,” Mashirao called for his boyfriend, leaning out the window when 
Izuku was close enough. “You’re late tonight,” he muttered in the shorter boys’ 
ear after pulling him in close. There was no accusation in his voice, just an ever 
present concern. 


““M tired,” Izuku let himself be pulled into the room, smiling against 
Mashirao’s neck. “Lost track of time, I’m sorry Mashi,” he leaned back to catch 
Mashirao’s eye, looking actually sorry for making him worry. Being late was 
becoming normal for him and he couldn’t say he loved it. 


“T know, darling,” Mashirao kissed his love’s forehead, letting his lips linger 
there for a moment. Izuku was colder than normal, but then again so was the 
night. “You wanna go to bed? We can look over the spreadsheet tomorrow,” 
the sheets on the bed were pulled back, and Izuku under them before he could 
answer. 


“Mashi, I’m fine,” Izuku pushed the fussing hands aways. Mashirao was a 
wotrywort on a good day, a mother hen on his worse. It was cute. “I don’t wanna 
sleep yet, I missed you,” he pouted when the fussy hands came back and tucked 
him in anyway. 


“At least lay with me?” 


Mashirao ran a hand through his hair, exasperated only for show. Izuku was 
impossible to deny. Or maybe he was just really gay, who knows. He pulled 
down the covers with his tail and settled in, immediately getting squeezed like a 
teddy bear. This was by far his favorite part of the day. 


“How was the hunt today?” he had a feeling he knew the answer already. 


“Same as always,” Izuku sighed, disappointed but not surprised. “Almost got 
around the quirk thing but they never forget to ask in the end,” there was a hint of 
resentment in his voice. He wasn’t necessarily upset that he was quirkless, more 
that he was treated differently because of it. 


Only five percent of the general population was quirkless now. The number 
got smaller and smaller each generation and with it the tolerance people had for 
quirkless people. Barred from schools, living areas, jobs, it was an overlooked is- 
sue that no one cared to look into. Afterall, quirkless people wouldn’t exist soon. 


Mashirao couldn’t stand it. With these inhumane rules in place Izuku couldn’t 
attend school with him, couldn’t live with him legally until he could move out of 
the student dorms. Until they had enough money or one of them could hold a job, 
Izuku was stuck climbing through his window everyday. 


“But I think I met someone who can help me,” Izuku continued on slowly, 
quietly, like it was a secret. The wide eyed look he got was worth how tired his 
body felt. “There’s a new guy in town, Mr. Aizawa, he’s moving here with his 
family and offered me a job in a few weeks,” he finished, trying to restrain his 
flapping hands. 
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“That’s amazing, Zuzu!” Mashirao sat up quickly, Izuku pulled up with him 
by his tail. “You did it!” he laughed, hugging his boyfriend tight. He squeezed 
round cheeks in his hands, peppered them with kisses while they rocked to and 
fro. 


“Are you gonna tell them?” Mashirao slowed his frenzied rocking. By them 
he meant Shouto and Hanta. Without fail they showed up to every performance 
and in return Mashirao and Izuku showed up to theirs. They were nice, much 
nicer than anyone else they’d met before. 


Hanta was a relentless flirt. It was amazing how red he made them. Izuku 
was an easy blusher, turning red at any compliment or gesture, but the burning in 
Mashirao’s own cheeks was an entirely new feeling. A smooth talker and every 
bit of a gentleman, Hanta was terrible at getting flirted at himself. It was a fact 
taken advantage of by the rest of their little group. Most of all Shouto. 


Shouto, Sero Shouto was a prince. That’s all he could be described as. Soft 
spoken, charming, strong, he had a certain way of walking and talking, as if he 
found his self worth and was determined to keep it no matter what. And there 
was a particular grace in his awkwardness that was somehow breathtaking and 
endearing. He was sweet and kind and wonderful and so, so in love with Hanta. 


Sometimes Mashirao thought he was in love with them. Often, Izuku felt the 
same. 


“No,” Izuku stopped his enthused flapping. “I don’t want to disappoint them 
if Mr. Aizawa changes his mind,” he nodded, convincing no one but himself. 
“And, I want to surprise them, so maybe we can help them with their dream,” his 
smile came back, wide and strained and full of determination. 


“T want to help them until I can’t anymore,” 


The small declaration made Mashirao’s chest ache. Help until he couldn’t. 
Climb until he couldn’t. Work until he couldn’t. Mashirao hugged Izuku close 
and settled down in bed once more. He’d let Izuku help until he couldn’t any- 
more. Even if Izuku couldn’t do anything anymore, Mashirao could always be 
there. If Izuku couldn’t, Mashirao could. 


Papers forgotten, laptop left to run its charge, they held each other close until 
sleep joined their embrace. 


“How’s your mother, Snow?” Hanta lay stretched out on their too tiny couch 
in their too tiny apartment, with a tiny kitten curled up on his stomach. The little 


thing was a menace but a warm one and Hanta wasn’t going to pass up a free 
heater. November winds were not kind to the tiny home. 


“She’s doing well. Passed all her evaluations and meeting with her lawyers,” 
Shouto dusted the snow off his long coat half heartedly. It was only gonna get 
more on it soon. 


“She says she might be out before new years,” Hanta watched him gather 
a different set of clothes, less formal than the button up and slacks he adorned. 
“She wont let me help her find a place though,” he pouted, or did whatever count- 
ed as pouting for him. 


Hanta stood, shivering slightly with his hot water bottle gone, and wrapped 
his arms around Shouto’s torso. As stoic as he looked, Hanta could tell he was 
excited. 


“She probably wants to do something completely on her own for now,” they 
swayed, Shouto leaning back in Hantas hold. “She’s strong, you worry too much, 
babe,” 


“No, Mashi worries too much,” Shouto tapped the arms around him, asking 
to be released. He passed the couch, not without scratching yuki under her chin, 
and began to change clothes. 


“T thought you’d say Izuku,” Hanta perched on coffee table, which was really 
just a cooler but had a nice cloth over it. 


“Well yeah,” he slipped on a shirt, sleeveless, and checked his eyeliner. “But 
Mashirao has taken his place these past few weeks,” a small touch up and Shouto 
was done. “Don’t you think?” 


Really thinking about it, Shouto was right. Days turned to weeks and 
Mashirao just got more stressed. Weeks turned to months and Izuku looked more 
tired. Something was up with them and Hanta could only hope they’d feel com- 
fortable enough to tell them eventually. In the short time of knowing the two of 
them, he and Shouto had grown quite attached. Well, Shouto would say attached. 
Hanta called it what it was, they had a crush on the angelic duo. 


“Yeah..” Hanta stood and stretched. “They both look a little stressed to me,” 
he said mostly to himself. Walking to the door he grabbed his and Shouto’s coat. 
And his gloves. And scarf. It was really cold. 


“We should take them out tonight,” Hanta looked excitedly at Shouto. “We 
can afford a free night. We almost have all the money we need, a night out won’t 
ruin anything,” he bounced on the heels of his feet, liking the idea the more he 
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thought about it. “We’ll treat them tonight, maybe even confess! That’s two more 
babes, babe. More love to go around!” he jumped, almost out the door if not for 
the hand at his elbow. 


“Calm down, Stitch,” Shouto placated. Hanta blushed, embarrassed at his 
enthusiasm. 


“Sorry Shou, I didn’t even ask if you wanted that,” Hanta stepped back, 
ready to call it a night. 


“Why would you need to ask? Of course I want to,” Shouto cocked his head 
to the side. Hanta was silly sometimes. It was cute. “If you think now is the right 
time, I trust you,” he reached up to cup Hanta’s face in his palms. Brushing his 
thumbs gently under dark eyes, Shouto pulled him down to give him a peck on 
the nose. 


“Let’s go get our boys.” 


The statue corner was crowded as was now to be expected. Since that first 
night of beautiful music, more people had shown up to listen. It was a pleasant 
way to finish off the day. 


Today though, the music was low. People had to get closer and cluster just 
to hear well enough. The violin was more prominent, as it had been as the weeks 
went on. It was changing. The tone was hectic and slow at the same time, care- 
ful where before it was carefree. It was still beautiful, but left the crowd nervous 
instead of relieved. 


Mashirao was ready for this performance to be over. He wanted to be home 
in bed with Izuku, or even on the dorm steps with Shouto and Hanta, anywhere 
he could get Izuku to rest. Eyes locked on his wavering partner, Mashirao willed 
the song to be over. They could go a night without cash. 


Izuku swayed on his feet. His voice pitched high into nothingness, hidden un- 
der the strong tones of the accompanying violin. He was losing breath and steam 
but he wanted to do this. He had to. Mr. Aizawa wasn’t back yet so this was all 
Izuku had. The only way he could contribute. He said he was going to help until 
he couldn’t anymore and he meant it. 


But he was so tired. Breathing took so much effort. He could barely keep his 
eyes open to walk. Coughs racked his body for hours on end. Singing hurt and 
sapped his energy. Everything sapped his energy. If he could just sleep... 


A sharp note pierced the air before it all went silent. In his arms, Mashirao 
held Izuku’s limp body. Limp body. He passed out, Izuku passed out right in front 
of him. 


“Tzuku?” Mashirao wasn’t quite sure what he expected. Wasn’t quite sure 
what was going on. Izuku was fine, wasn’t he? 


Someone dropping to their knees in front of him snapped everything into re- 
ality. Unconsciously he wrapped Izuku in his tail, holding him closer to himself. 


“Mashibaby, it’s just us,” Hanta held his hands up placating the tailed beast. 
Shouto sat beside him, closer to get a proper look at Izuku. 


Dark bags spread under Izuku’s eyes, making them look black and bruised. 
His skin was nearly translucent, only highlighted by the red spread across his 
nose and cheeks. There was an audible wheezing resonating from his chest. He 
was sick in the most obvious way and it was astonishing how they didn’t catch it. 
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Midnight Rendezvous 


Estir 


“And that should be the last one,” Momo says with a long-suffering sigh. 
Her fountain pen falls into the inkwell on her desk with a decided click. She lets 
her head roll back between her shoulders briefly, closed eyes furrowing gently 
against the dark corners carved from intricate scaffolding in the towering ceil- 
ing of her drawing room. The knot of tense muscle between her shoulder blades 
immediately seizes and warms as she leans into the stretch. Her chest expands 
and falls slowly. Relief from another arduous task completed washes over her 
nerve endings swiftly, from the roots of her long dark hair to her sharp jawline, 
from the level line of her collarbone down her sore spine, all the way down to her 
pinched and aching toes. 


Her Highness Momo Yaoyorozu is now of age to marry, and Their Esteemed 
Graces, the King and Queen Yaoyorozu of Hylia, have naturally arranged for 
a number of potential suitors to vie for her hand. The arrangements are histori- 
cally cumbersome and incredibly detailed, but for generations this practice has 
been performed and perfected. Her twenty-third birthday, and the following six 
months, have been meticulously planned ever since she was born. 


So, needless to say, it’s been a very long week. 


The stress and gravity of it all has weighed heavily on her every move. Her 
mornings have been nothing but pleasantries and presentations. Her consorts and 
consults have drawn on for hours. In lavish dresses she’s rushed the castle halls 
end to end, from the ballrooms to the gardens and the towers to the atrium. And 
as her prodigal upbringing can attest, she’s done it all without batting an eyelash. 
While sitting here in her own chambers, just her and her retainer, is the only time 
she dares to show how worn down she is. How tired. How annoyed and uncom- 
fortable and upset she truly feels about the whole circus. 


She’s made it through without the slightest crack in her demure smile. For the 
rest of the night, she is finally free. 
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“Good work, Momo. I know that was a lot to finish all at once, but I still 
agree that it’s better to complete the decrees while your interactions are still in 
the forefront of your mind,” her confidant and best friend says with a flourish of 
sudden movement. 


Momo’s smile brightens when Itsuka Kendou rises from her spot on the 
antique sofa. Her dark eyes soften as she watches Itsuka’s graceful movements. 
Itsuka neatens the stack of letters with two soft taps and bundles them swiftly 
with velvet maroon ribbon. She clears the workspace on Momo’s desk with an 
easy familiarity. Her blue eyes draw Momo into a trance with nothing more than 
a glance and a smirk. 


Momo’s heartbeat stutters as warmth fills her. 


“ll take these down to the council for them to approve first thing in the 
morning,” Itsuka says quietly, as if sharing a soft secret. “You should get some 
rest, Your Highness.” 


Momo nods, trying and failing to keep her face and tone neutral. “Of course, 
My Lady. Right Away.” 


She doesn’t start outright giggling until Itsuka rolls her eyes and sighs, an act 
of overdramatics that just makes Momo smile harder. She gathers herself back 
together quickly enough to see Itsuka relaxing into a gaze so fond that it raises a 
flush in Momo’s cheeks. 


“T’ll be back soon, lovely,” Itsuka says before leaping to press a tiny kiss at 
Momo’s temple. 


Momo can’t figure out how to draw breath like normal again until long after 
Itsuka is gone. It takes another moment for her to stand from her desk, to gather 
her wits about her to slip into her bedchambers. Her face is aflame with lingering 
static from the kiss, pulling a silly smile to split across her features. 


Her movements are light as air as she changes into her silk nightclothes, as 
she takes down her long dark hair and brushes her polished fingers through heavy 
strands. Exhaustion pulls at her joints as she washes her face and mouth, the 
gravity as sweeping and sudden as Itsuka’s kiss just moments ago. 


The late night clings to her every move as she extinguishes the lanterns and 
turns down her large four-poster bed. The darkness is cool against the backs of 
her knees and the creases of her elbows. With a quiet twirl, she steps toward her 
balcony on the far side of her room. Like every other cool summer night, she 
undoes the latch at the tall double windows. A soft click hitches against her palm 
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as it opens, just slightly, to the empty night. 


Something itches underneath the skin at the back of her neck, the familiar 
sense that someone is watching her. She pulls her bottom lip between her teeth 
and draws a long breath, forlorn that she can’t see the stars through the blanket of 
thin clouds tonight. 


“Yui?” she whispers against the tug at her heart. “You’re early.” 


There’s a sudden pull at her sleeve, a plea to turn around. Her mouth twitches 
into a small smile as she relents. Yui Kodai stands at her side with a soft pout, 
wearing her usual dark colors that let her blend into the shadows. Her fingers grip 
more firmly into Momo’s arm, pull Momo a little closer into her, as they study 
each other beneath the faded moonlight. 


“No, Momo, it’s just that late,” Yui says in her usual monotone: droll but not 
angry, attentive without embellishment. “You’re much too driven for your own 
good.” 


The complaint isn’t new, isn’t a sentiment that Yui shies from expressing 
at the worst times, but it leaves Momo in a tiny fit of tired laughter tonight. The 
happiness in this normalcy bubbles up from Momo’s gut to her lungs, her nerves 
to her heart. 


“I’m sorry,” she says between quiet breaths, but her growing smile betrays 
the sentiment. 


Yui just sighs and leans her forehead into the crook of Momo’s neck. “Let’s 
sleep. It’s been a long day.” 


They move as a monolith, two bodies clinging further into each other, as 
they make their way across the room. Momo knows that Yui’s immense fatigue 
is mostly an act by the way her lithe feet lead the strangled dance, by the way 
they never stumble or step on each other’s toes. In the back of her mind, Momo 
remembers that Yui has always been like this, her movements and steps always 
purposeful and graceful. It’s the nature of a great assassin, afterall, to be so awe- 
inspiring with the way she moves. 


But the Kodai Clan of assassins no longer exists. They had been wiped out in 
the last war, hunted and tortured and killed as symbols of the way things used to 
be, the way the world no longer was. 


Yui is the only one who remains, and for years she has hidden amongst 
Momo’s personal guard. 


For far fewer, she has found new purpose in Momo’s inner circle. 
And for only the last handful of seasons, Yui has been even more. 


They fall into Momo’s bed with a series of grunts and sighs. Their arms 
encircle each other anew against the sheets, greedy for one another’s warmth. 
Momo takes extra care to tuck Yui under the covers, and Yui in turn cards cal- 
loused fingers along the delicate shape of Momo’s jaw. Sunken together in the 
cotton, they both draw long breaths of still midnight air. 


Yui is the first to still, but Momo knows by now that she isn’t asleep. She’s 
more meditative like this, biding her time while keeping her senses sharpened. 
Momo knows this, remembers hearing of quiet conversations above her head on 
many quiet nights like this, but it’s still so hard to believe. Yui is so serene like 
this, calm and beauty effortlessly enveloping her. But Momo doesn’t dare press 
her lips to Yui’s lax face because she knows Yui is still wide awake. 


Her fatigue overcomes her as she drifts in and out of consciousness. She 
tries her hardest to stay awake, she really does, but her young bones ache despite 
their age. Her thoughts drift off to days long passed. Her eyelids grow heavy here 
in Yui’s arms, and even her roused heartbeat slows to something lethargic and 
warm. 


After a while, after an exhale so long that it seems to last hours in Momo’s 
dream-light musings, she hears familiar laughter. She struggles to focus on the 
sound, to place the hiccup in her chest at the familiar airy trill, but her exhaustion 
is a little too thick, a little too smothering. There’s a soft hush from behind her 
ear, and it lulls her back into rest. 


She doesn’t process the whispered words as they float in one ear and out the 
other. She just sighs against the familiar voices, content to listen to her loves’ 
words as if they were the soft melodies of her favorite songs. 


“Hush, Itsuka. You’ll wake her,” Kyouka mumbles against shifting cotton. 


“T can’t help it when Yui keeps trying to pinch me! How are you even doing 
that without moving Momo, anyway?” is Itsuka’s harsh retort against the tresses 
of Momo’s unkempt hair. 


“Moving with her, duh,” fans like a gentle wave across Momo’s chest. “I'll 
show you later, if ya’ want.” 


Itsuka hums, the sound vibrating close to Momo’s face, before shifting her 
feet to intertwine with Momo’s ankles. “Every new day is getting harder and 
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harder to watch.” 
“That bad?” Kyouka says, her voice no longer muffled by Yui’s shoulder. 


Yui flinches slightly at the question, lost in her own musings about the pro- 
ceedings she had been witness to. Itsuka has been at Momo’s side for everything, 
even for the private conversations between Momo and each of her suitors, while 
Yui has stuck to the inner edges, keeping watch for danger. 


Momo’s guard and retainer are always tasked to protect her standing, to pro- 
tect her image, and to protect her graces. Nothing less, and nothing more. 


“They touch her like they already own her, Kyouka,” Itsuka bites lowly. 
“They hold more respect for her position than her person. I’m thankful every 
time for the slights of hand that you’ve taught to us both, but seeing her resort to 
them kills me more and more.” 


Quiet falls across the bed, none of the four daring to move in the wake of 
Itsuka’s frustration. Even the wind rumbles quietly just outside the open balcony 
doors, a distant lull of white noise only emphasizing their shared pain. 


“We could run away,” Yui finally says. 


The blankets shift as Kyouka holds Yui closer, pulls a small gap between 
Yui’s torso and Momo’s. 


“We can’t,” Kyouka whispers from against Yui’s shoulder. 


“We’ve talked about this already, Yui,” Itsuka’s reply is breathless, bereft her 
usual strength. 


Nervous fingers, Itsuka’s fingers, comb gently against the side of Momo’s 
head. Her nails scratch light lines through Momo’s hair, from her hairline out- 
ward, rhythmically and revenantly. 


“We have to stay strong,” Kyouka mumbles like a mantra into the shell of 
Yui’s ear. Yui’s arms shiver, but they remain sure around Momo. Her hands fist in 
Momo’s nightgown, a brief show of her frustration before she lets the tension go. 


Her next breath is long, a quiet gasp that betrays her inner turmoil. Itsuka and 
Kyouka reach for her at the sound, caressing her head and her arm in their holds. 


“T don’t want to give her up. She means the world to me, just as you all do. 
So why can’t I tell her? Why can’t I take you three far away, to the outskirts of 
civilization, where nobility and class and customs and birthrights can’t touch us?” 


“ “Yui— “ 


“Tell me!” Yui demands, flinging herself from Kyouka’s hold and tumbling 
out of the bed without jostling Momo or stirring any extra noise. 


Kyouka and Itsuka sit up and stare at Yui’s faint outline against the wan 
moonlight looking as torn and desperate as Yui sounds. 


“Why...” Yui starts, her breath hitching, “Why can’t I tell her how much I 
love her? How desperately we want to be with her?” 


There’s a flurry of blankets and movement, and then Itsuka is leading Yui 
back out into Momo’s drawing room, away from the bed and the futility and the 
longing. Itsuka shushes the sniffles that drown out their footsteps until the door 
separating the two chambers closes shut. 


Momo unconsciously reaches out, seeking lost warmth. Kyouka fills her side 
at once, holding her close and pressing soft kisses against her skin. 


“Tt’ll be okay,” Kyouka mutters, entirely to ease her own anxiety. “We’ll 
figure this out. We won’t let you down.” 


Momo dreams of a world where that promise might come true. 
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Burn Out, Freeze Up 


Orphicwaltz 


Endeavour was Shoto’s father. 


It was a fact he could not escape even if he tried. It was a fact he could not 
deny for his name was closely entwined with his father’s. It was a fact that Shoto 
had come to accept. 


Even if he did accept it though, he did not have to follow through with his 
father’s plans. As Izuku said, he was his own person and no one could take that 
away from him, not even his father. And although the ties seemed inescapable, he 
was not going to be an unwilling bearer of Todoroki Enji’s burning legacy. 


The whole world could bow down before his father and thank him, but Shoto 
would still be standing. It was not to say that he was unthankful for what En- 
deavour had done as a hero, but Endeavour as a man - Todoroki Enji as a person 
- deserved no respect from him. 


People might tell him otherwise, however, Shoto had his reasons. They were 
reasons that his classmates and significant others had come to accept, something 
he was grateful for. 


With recent events in mind, he had become unsure. His father was beginning 
to make amends and in combination with his win against the Nomu, for once he 
seemed to be more approachable. 


Fuyumi gave a gentle prompt for him to reach out; offer his father the same 
courtesy by giving him a chance as well. Shoto did not see why he needed to do 
the same. 


Before he made any rash decisions, he desired his moments of peace. Perhaps 
after some pondering, he would be willing to give his father a chance to heal and 
repair their fractured relationship, but not now. 


To say he needed space would be a sign of weakness though; Shoto had been 
taught not to be weak. He was the product of a strong union and the dual ele- 


ments that formed his quirk was a sign of that. His thoughts were overwhelming, 
a loud presence in his mind unable to be quietened. Therefore his defence mecha- 
nism reacted to help him cope. 


Shoto shut everyone out. 


Hiding in his room did not help the situation, but he felt secure in some way. 
There were no classes, which meant that he was not missing out on anything. 
Having a few hours to himself was not going to do anyone any harm either. 


It left him to his own thoughts, allowing him to stew over them and contem- 
plate his choices. Despite all the years that had passed, it did nothing to numb the 
feelings that had grown in him. Shoto was no longer under his father’s control, 
yet he could not forget the past. 


How could he when it tore his family apart the way it did? 


The more Shoto thought about the situation though, the worse it seemed to 
get. Thoughts began to crowd his head. lida told him that clearing his mind was 
the best way to dispel them, but the task was overwhelmingly difficult at this 
stage. 


As his fury and his stubbornness clashed, they neutralised. They left him 
empty, hollow inside as if his ability to feel had been scraped out of him. And 
with nothing to do and too much to think about, Shoto buried himself under the 
layers of his bed covers. Hiding was no use, but it did not stop him from trying. 


There was a knock on the door. It was courteous to attend to the door in per- 
son, but he could not bring himself to care about the pleasantries right now. 


Whoever it was, they would come in if they wished to. 
“Shoto-kun...? Are you in there?” 
“Shoto, may we come in?” 


They were familiar voices, but even so, it took a moment for them to register. 
By the time that he processed the fact that his boyfriends were stepping into his 
room, Izuku was already hovering over him as Tenya surveyed the room. Shoto 
knew what he was looking for as he had been a part of the process many times, 
but he remained silent under the pressure of his thoughts. 


“Can I join you?” Izuku asked softly, gesturing at the bed covers to which 
Shoto shuffled along subconsciously. 


As Izuku slid himself under, something seemed to settle within. With the 
close contact, Shoto could feel himself breathing again as his shoulders lowered. 
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There was a sense of security to be found in the way that their fingers laced to- 
gether, warm and tight unlike the emptiness inside. 


And if he closed his eyes, he knew he could hear the footsteps and rustling, 
yet another reassurance in the darkness of his room. Nothing was settled, but 
there was a sense of calmness that washed over him. Shoto shivered. 


“Shoto-kun, are you cold?” Sharp-eyed, quick-witted, Izuku spotted the 
details with ease. Hiding from him was not only hard, but heartachingly wrong as 
Izuku would let him slide whilst showing him that he knew. 


He shook his head. Shoto was freezing cold, burning hot, ice and fire in one. 
With his quirk, being cold made no logical sense. 


If it was the usual situation, an additional blanket would already be wrapped 
securely around him, but they both knew they were waiting. Tenya would not 
take much longer, but being a methodical person, Shoto knew he could not avoid 
the delicacies of trying to make it perfect. 


The warmth upon his chest grew as Izuku snuggled closer, filling the gap. 
They were not flawless, perfect pieces of puzzles that fit together effortlessly, but 
they were willing to try. 


And that mattered more than perfection. 


“Shoto, can I-” Shoto gave a swift nod, knowing that it would make him feel 
better. It was the safest place he could be right now, secured with soft walls that 
towered protectively over them. A sanctuary, one that he was gifted after all these 
years. 


Izuku pulled away and despite the loneliness that preceded, Shoto knew it 
would be better soon. As he glanced up, he saw Tenya’s concerned eyes, which 
prompted him to shuffle out towards him. 


Being vulnerable was not a weakness. It was a strength to be learned and 
shared with the right people. Even if his father said otherwise, Shoto was starting 
to believe it himself. 


Tenya lifted him up, arm sliding securely around Shoto as he immediately 
turned towards the fortress he made. A pillow fort, where Izuku sat, doing the 
final rearrangements as he waited for their arrival. It was a short trip from one 
side of the room to the other, but in his current state, time seemed to stretch out, 
allowing Shoto to sense each step that was taken. 


Settled into the softness and surrounded by safety, it was instinct that told 
him to relax. His subconscious recognised the environment that encased a protec- 


tion around him, and the two who sat at his side. 


There was no need to ask if the situation was better as Izuku and Tenya could 
both see. Shoto had relaxed, tension bleeding from his body as he readjusted. 
Perhaps what confined him to himself was not opened, aired, a mystery solved, 
but it was unravelling and releasing its clutch on Shoto. 


On one side, Tenya offered his hand as Izuku grasped Shoto’s once again, 
gently rubbing his thumb over his knuckles in a comforting manner. Without 
further thought, Shoto slid his hand into Tenya’s. 


“Do you know.... Eri and Mirio-senpai came to visit today.” Izuku began, 
building momentum to his ramblings. “Aizawa-sensei said that we- I mean, UA, 
would be looking after her from now on. Which means that we get to see her 
more!” 


The ramblings were soothing, a steady pulse to follow. By concentrating on 
Izuku, Shoto could ignore his thoughts temporarily. In addition to that, Izuku’s 
excitable discussions were adorable to say the least. 


“T think the third years might be mainly taking care of her though... Nejire- 
senpai and Amajiki-senpai were here with her, but that makes sense. They both 
have such interesting quirks! I wish I had a chance to see them up close, but did 
you hear that Amajiki-senpai can do multiple manifestation at once?” 


Although Izuku released his hand, Shoto was distracted by his boyfriend’s 
brightness as his arms waved around in demonstration. 


“T had a look through the videos for their year’s UA Festival and the quirks 
that won were strong, but the application of their skills and their knowledge 
about their own quirk made them excel as heroes!” 


The way he explained was natural, as if he had done it many times before. 
And knowing Izuku, it was certainly not his first time. 


“Mirio-senpai’s quirk was when he fought against him, but I really want to 
see the other two Big Three in action! Maybe I should ask Kirishima, Asui and 
Ochaco about what it was like to work alongside them. Do you think they’ I] mind 
if I ask questions to them directly?” 


As he whipped around, Izuku’s excitement soon morphed into embarrass- 
ment at what he realised he had done once again. Before he could apologise for 
his rambling, Tenya quickly interrupted. 


“No, I believe Hado-senpai’s curiosity would make for an interesting discus- 
sion. I am sure they are will be willing to talk as long as you ask!” Shoto smiled 
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in agreement, eliciting an evident blush upon his boyfriend’s face. 


“T’ll ask next time then!” Fondness blossomed within, bringing him out of 
the place he retreated into. Perhaps he could try now. With them, he felt comfort- 
able trying to express the complex, intangible emotions that lay within. 


“T want to tell you.” Twin protests began as soon as the words left his lips. 
“You don’t have to!” 
“We can wait!” 


“T want you to hear. I-” Shoto hesitated for a moment before steeling himself, 
“T trust you.” 


Izuku and Tenya glanced over at each other, communicating silently before 
turning back to Shoto. The former smiled and threaded their fingers together 
once again, squeezing tight as the latter nodded. No words were needed, for the 
gestures shared all that was necessary between the three. 


“My father has been trying to make amends. He turned up at home and 
Fuyumi tried to suggest for us to forgive him.” 


It made sense to start from the beginning. Shoto was never one for dramatics 
or long stories; he preferred to go straight to the point. Not all problems stemmed 
from his family, but he and any onlooker could not deny the fact that his father’s 
attitude towards him had irreversible impacts. 


“Natsuo left the room when he could.” 


Stalling. Shoto was not one to stall, but it was hard to describe how he felt 
in the moment. Neither fear nor hostility was the answer he seeked, hence he 
decided to do the next best thing. 


“When I looked up, I could see the scar in his eye.” In that instance, his train 
of thought disappeared, leaving him floundering in the memory of the moment. 


It was rude to stare, but Shoto knew there was nothing his father could have 
done about it. A parallel between the two of them had been established. He could 
not bear the resemblance when the scars arose from such different occasions. 


His boyfriends were quick to reassurance when he closed off. And if the dis- 
tance before was close, they were now pressed tightly against each other. 


“Please don’t force yourself to continue, Shoto.” Tenya began, his voice firm 
as he left no room for protests. 


“We’re here for you and even if we don’t understand, it’s alright! We'll work 
it out together!” Izuku added, the illuminating smile softened. 


Although Shoto was alone in his thoughts, having company helped him. 
Even if Izuku and Tenya could not cure his unfeeling heart or stop his overthink- 
ing mind, their presence made it easier to handle. They eased him, they calmed 
him, they were there for him; it was more than what he had for most of his life. 


As his lips lifted a little, gracing the two with a smile that had not been seen 
in a while, he expressed his gratitude. Maybe the word could not encompass all 
his feelings, but they would understand. 


“Thank you.” 


Considerate of Todoroki’s predicament and emotions, 1A had made a collec- 
tive decision not to disturb him after Izuku and Iida offered to go up. Since then, 
they were yet to come out the room. Despite wanting to wait for them to come 
out in their own time, they needed to eat. 


At least, that was what Kirishima thought. 


After reaching a general consensus amongst the rest of the class, he was 
tasked to go up and check on the three missing members. 


“You better hurry down!” Bakugo shouted from the kitchen, his usual nick- 
name for Kirishima lost to the growing distance. 


“Will do!” 


Kirishima rapped on the door. 


“Hey guys! I offered to come get you- it’s time for dinner!” He called, not 
wanting to intrude into the private space. After giving them a few minutes, he 
decided to step into the room. 


“Tzuku, do you think you can convince them to-” The words came to a 
sudden halt as he caught sight of the clean room with a pillow mountain in the 
corner. 


A closer look would tell him the information he would need to know. Kirishi- 
ma stepped into the room, the door closing behind him as he edged closer to the 
pile. Unable to stop himself from grinning, he had to hold back from exclaiming 
‘Aww’ and disturbing the sleeping three. 


The world could wait; Kirishima would give them the privacy they deserved. 
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It was only after he made his way towards the door that he realised he forgot 
something. Opening it, he slid out the door. Minutes later, he appeared with a red 
blanket. 


Treading lightly, Kirishima laid the blanket across the three, tucking them in 
at the corners. Izuku curled closer to Todoroki as lida shifted to snuggle close. 
Without fail, they managed to find each other, fingers entwining, legs tangled as 
they nestled together before settling. 


The relationship between Izuku, Todoroki and Iida was a class secret, but 
they rarely showed affection other than Izuku. If Kirishima took a stab at why, his 
guess would be due to their different upbringings. 


Although some argued that they were unsuitable for each other, he disagreed. 
People had different ways of cherishing one another and besides, it was none of 
their business. 


When he saw them cuddling together, the pieces seemed to come together. 


There was no doubt that they attracted on another, propelling each other 
forward to become better. In practices and battles, in and out of class, whether the 
issues were personal or general, they had each other’s back. 


Kirishima related to that, after all, it is what Katsuki did for him. 


Affection was important, but having a connection was even more so. And 
despite their lack of physical affection for one another, it was clear that things 
were different in private. 


“Oi, what’s taking you this long-” Eijuro turned to see his boyfriend, leaning 
against the doorframe. 


“They’re sleeping... I didn’t want to wake them up when they were all 
snuggled up like this!” 


Completing a final check, he found himself satisfied with the blanket. It 
would keep the three warm for now and avoid them catching a cold. Katsuki was 
fast paced and keen, but Eijuro knew he was willing to wait a little longer. 


“Tch... whatever, Half-and-Half better be prepared next time I fight him.” 


“T hope they feel better soon,” Eijuro added, a small frown appearing upon 
his features, ““Todoroki’s been down recently, don’tcha think?” 


“Like I care,” Katsuki scoffed, avoiding further commentary as he straight- 
ened up, the door held open long enough for the other to come through. 


The motion of slipping his hand into Katsuki’s was effortless, and dare he say 
it, Katsuki might have even welcomed it by lacing their fingers together. 


“Tt’s really cute and manly, isn’t it?” 
“yeah.” 


The door clicked shut behind them leaving the three to rest in peace, one on 
each side of Shoto forming a protection to safeguard him from danger and decep- 
tion. 
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Uraraka x Bakugou x Midoriya 


Uraraka’s eyes lit up. “Deku did so great in training today! He’s come such 
a long way since we were first years!” She stretched out in Bakugou’s lap as he 
tapped angrily at his controller. 


Bakugou’s brow only furrowed more as he continued to play his game, only 
offering a frustrated huff in response. Uraraka frowned. 


“You were just saying the same thing last week!” she whined. 


He huffed again and mumbled something under his breath. Uraraka poked 
him. 


“What’s wrong?” she asked. 


Bakugou looked away. “If he’s so fuckin’ great, why don’t you just date him 
instead?” 


Uraraka rolled her eyes. “Seriously, Katsuki?” 

“What?” he barked. “You’re always talking about him!” 
“Because he’s my friend! And I’m proud of him!” 

Bakugou made a noise and focused on his game. “Whatever.” 


Uraraka rolled her eyes again and busied herself on her phone. She’d caught 
him looking at Deku more than usual on more than one occasion and she recog- 
nized it wasn’t simple jealousy. Bakugou was attracted to Deku, but that would 
nearly impossible to get him to admit, so she gave up before she even started. 


On her way to the dorms after class the next day, Deku pulled Uraraka aside 
to talk to her. 


“Hey, Uraraka? I have... something I need to tell you,” Deku said. 
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Uraraka tilted her head and adjusted her bag on her shoulders. ““What’s up?” 


Deku took a deep breath and sighed. He took a moment to gather his 
thoughts before he spoke again. “I... I have a crush on Kacchan,” he said. “I have 
for a long time.” 


Uraraka looked at him blankly. “Is that it?” 


Deku’s cheeks flushed. ““Wh-What do you mean ‘is that it’? Aren’t you upset 
that I’ve had a crush on your boyfriend since we were kids?” 


She laughed a little and shook her head. “Of course I’m not upset! I mean, it 
was pretty obvious, after all.” 


“Huh?” Deku gaped. “What?” 


Uraraka laughed again and placed a hand on Deku’s shoulder. “Don’t worry 
about it! Really, it doesn’t bother me at all!” She smiled at him. “Actually, this 
makes things way easier!” 


Deku looked at her, his face blank. “The more you say, the more you’re con- 
fusing me, Uraraka...” 


She giggled and took his hand, pulling him toward the front gates. “Come on, 
let’s get some ice cream and Ill explain everything.” 


Uraraka led them to a small ice cream shop not far from campus, and bought 
them both cones of ice cream; chocolate for herself and vanilla for Deku. 


“So...” Deku started, “How does me having a crush on Kacchan make things 
easier for you, exactly?” 


She leaned her elbows on the table. “Because Katsuki totally has a crush on 
you, too!” 


Deku sputters and nearly drops his ice cream. “Wait, what? But he’s dating 
you!” 


“Obviously! But you can like more than one person at the same time, right? 
And date more than one person at the same time, too!” she cheered. 


“T don’t think I quite understand what you’re trying to say here, Uraraka.” 


Uraraka smiled wide. “Obviously we just have to get him to confess to you 
that he likes you and we can both date him! Like, polyamory!” 


Deku shook his head frantically. ““No no no, I couldn’t do that! And there’s 
no way he has a crush on me! He’s pretty vocal about not liking me, actually!” 


Uraraka sighed and put her hand on Deku’s. “Just trust me, okay? You should 
come and eat lunch with us tomorrow! He’s a lot softer when he’s around me,” 
she giggled. 


Deku shook his head again. “I really don’t think that’s a good idea.” 


He sighed and ran a hand through his hair. “Alright. I’1] think about it. But 
I’m not promising anything!” 


Uraraka beamed again. “Yay! Thanks, Deku!” Her eyes darted to his cone. 
“Your ice cream is totally melting, by the way.” 


He looked down at his cone and squeaked, trying to lick up the melting ice 
cream before it dripped down onto his hand. Uraraka laughed and went to get 
him some napkins. Once they were finished and made their way back to the 
dorms, Uraraka started to formulate her plan. 


She invited Deku to eat lunch with her and Bakugou the next day, but he de- 
clined, saying he had to meet with Aizawa about his internship. Uraraka shrugged 
it off and sat with Bakugou in the cafeteria, stealing bites of his food. 


“Oi quit it!” he barked. “You’ve got your own food, don’t you?” 


Uraraka puffed out her cheeks and stole another bite from his tray. “Why 
won’t you share food with your girlfriend?” she whined. 


Bakugou huffed. “Not when you’ve got a tray full of your own food right in 
front of you! What’s so good about mine, we got the same thing!” 


Just as Uraraka was about to respond, she saw Deku enter the cafeteria. 
She sat up and waved at him. “Deku!” 


Deku waved back at her shyly before sitting with lida and Todoroki. Uraraka 
pouted and picked up her tray before standing up and looking at Bakugou. He 
gave her a confused glare. 


“Ditching me because I won’t share my food with you?” he laughed. 


She smiled at him. “Nope! You’re coming with me!” 
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“What?” he barked. “Where are you going?” 
Uraraka tugged on his arm. “We’re going to sit with Deku!” 
“No way!” he growled. “I’m not going over there!” 


She tugged on his arm again and looked at him with wide, pleading eyes. 
“Please? We’re going to be so busy with our internships soon, let’s eat lunch with 
him!” 


Bakugou rolled his eyes and hesitated for a moment before standing up with 
a huff. “Fine. Let’s go.” 


Uraraka’s eyes sparkled and she smiled. “You’re the best, Katsuki!” 


He looked at the ground and grabbed his tray. “Whatever. Don’t mention it. 
Seriously.” 


She led them over to Deku’s table and sat down across from him, Bakugou 
sitting next to her. 


“Deku!” she greeted. “Did you get everything with your internship sorted 
out?” 


Deku jumped a little and smiled nervously. “Oh, Uraraka! Um, it went well! 
Uh... what are you doing here?” He paused for a moment before adding, “with 
Kacchan...?” 


She tilted her head a little. “Don’t you remember? I asked if you wanted to 
eat lunch together yesterday!” 


Deku laughed sheepishly and rubbed the back of his head. “Oh, that’s right! 
Sorry, I must have forgotten.” 


Uraraka brought the conversation back to the topic of Deku’s internship and 
managed to get him talking again, but Bakugou stayed quiet. Bringing the two 
boys close enough to confess their feelings was proving to be a lot more difficult 
than Uraraka originally thought. Nevertheless, she was determined to bring them 
closer. 


Lunch was soon over and everyone returned to the classrooms for the rest 
of the day, but Uraraka’s mind was still running with schemes to get Deku and 
Bakugou to talk about their feelings. In the middle of their English class, she for- 
mulated the perfect plan. She couldn’t help but smile through the rest of the day 
as she planned to put it into motion the next day. 


There was a big test approaching at the end of the week, so Uraraka asked 
Bakugou if he would help her study for it. He often helped her study, so it wasn’t 
anything for him to be suspicious about. He agreed without a second thought and 
told her he’d meet her in her dorm room after classes that day. 


During a break between classes, Uraraka asked Deku if he would help her 
study for the test. He agreed even though the test wasn’t in one of his best sub- 
jects, but he figured if they studied together, it would help both of them prepare 
for it. 


Uraraka was thrilled that her plan seemed to be working so seamlessly 
already. Now all that needed to be done was to get Bakugou and Deku to talk 
things out, which she was pretty confident in her ability to encourage that. 


Classes ended for the day and Deku walked back to Uraraka’s dorm with her. 
They got their books, notebooks, and materials set out on the floor and got started 
reviewing the material for the test, starting at the beginning to jog their memo- 
ries. 


They were only working for a few minutes when Bakugou opened the door 
to let himself in. He stood in the doorway, confused, and Deku scrambled to pack 
up his things. 


“Ah! Sorry, I didn’t know you two had plans! Ill leave you be!” He started 
to stand up, but Uraraka pulled him back down. 


“Don’t worry!” she reassured, “Katsuki came over to study, too! We can all 
study together!” 


Bakugou rolled his eyes and sat down next to Uraraka with a little huff, pull- 
ing out his own books. Uraraka asked Bakugou for help on a few specific ques- 
tions and he walked her through them while Deku scribbled down notes on the 
other side of her as he listened. 


It didn’t take long before Bakugou started to realize something was off and 
started to get frustrated. He dropped his book on the floor and looked at Uraraka. 


“What exactly is your angle here, cheeks?” he snapped. 


Uraraka’s blood ran cold. She decided to play it off. “Huh? What angle? 
What are you talking about?” 


Bakugou glared at her. He was a lot smarter than many people gave him 
credit for, so it was ultimately unsurprising that he started to piece together the 
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puzzle. 


“Why are you trying so hard to get me and Deku to talk? We’ve known each 
other for over a decade now, | think if we wanted to talk, it would’ve happened 
already by now,” he growled. “Is this your way of trying to break things off, or 
what? If you’re really that sick of dating me, you could have just told me instead 
of trying to get me with a rebound before we even break up!” 


Deku froze, like he was hearing a conversation he wasn’t meant to. 


Uraraka laughed. The two boys looked at her in confusion, then to each other, 
then back at her. 


“You think this is funny?” Bakugou asked. 


Uraraka continued to laugh and shook her head, waving her hands in front of 
her. “No, no, no, that’s not what I’m laughing about!” 


Bakugou squinted. “Then what is it?” 


Uraraka looked at the boys. “Katsuki, Deku has feelings for you. And I know 
you have feelings for him, too. I’ve been trying to get the two of you together to 
talk things out but that proved to be way more difficult than I thought it would 
be.” 


Deku blushed at Uraraka’s blunt explanation of the situation, but nodded 
along. Bakugou still looked confused, but he was blushing, too. 


“Tf you’re trying to set us up, then how isn’t this a break-up talk? How are 
you supposed to date two people at the same time?” he asked. 


“There is a way you can date multiple people at the same time,” Deku said. 
“Tt’s called polyamory. Just as long as everyone involved is kept in the loop and 
everyone is alright with everything that’s going on, it can work.” 


Uraraka nodded. “Exactly!” 


Bakugou nodded, too, but raised a finger. “Alright, but I’m still lost on one 
thing. You have feelings for me, but do you have feelings for Ochako, too?” he 
asked Deku. 


Deku’s cheeks went even redder and he looked at the ground. “Yeah, I do.” 


Uraraka smiled wide and brought the both of them into a tight hug. The three 
of them talked things out and how their little triangle would work before going 
back to studying, everyone’s worries lighter than when they entered the room. 
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